
Internal Auditor - Then and Now 
 
The author Elbert Hubbard, in a moment born of pique, 
Described the classic auditor as something of a freak. 
He dipped his quill in vitriol and opened his Thesaurus, 
Then penned a definition of the old time-checker for us. 
 
“The auditor,” said Hubbard, “is a man past middle age, 
Spare, wrinkled, cold, and passive, although something of a sage. 
Polite and noncommittal, unresponsive as a post, 
With eyes much like a codfish and the charm of burnt rye toast. 
He's calm and damnably composed, quite like a plaster cast. 
He seeks not what will be or is but only what is past. 
A human petrifaction that has feldspar for a heart, 
Sans bowels, sans charm and from humans set apart.” 
But Hubbard had one happy thought which he was pleased to tell: 
“They never reproduce!” he said, “and all will go to hell.” 
 
Since Hubbard's time the auditor "past middle age" retired, 
But not until he left us with the paragon he sired. 
A paragon who's human and is not a concrete post, 
Who raised his sights to find out what his company needs most. 
 
Who's shaken off the shackles that have bound him to the books, 
Who altered his perspective and has modernized his looks. 
He's warm and he is active, and commitment is his style, 
Exchanging ancient wrinkles for the crinkles of a smile. 
 
Not petrified but flexible, adjusting to the times - 
To broader needs than merely counting pennies, nickels, dimes. 
He's keeping up with management, with what is good and new, 
And welcomes women auditors as equal partners too. 
 
The auditor with green eye-shades is gone, we hope for good; 
A problem-solving analyst emerges where he stood. 
And Hubbard notwithstanding, in his or her eye there is a gleam, 
That speaks of brand new paragons for the senior management team. 
 
 
Larry Sawyer – 1971 
 


